FROM    SEA    TO    SKY

judging by the questions they put to me afterwards. Though the
aircrew under training were only in Canada for six months or so,
the instructional and maintenance staff stayed much longer, and
some of them wanted to get back to the war again before it
finished.

The same evening I flew on to Toronto and landed on an
airfield where Norwegians were being trained. They called it
"Little Norway55 and seemed happy enough in their temporary
Canadian home. Johnnie Johnson, Air Vice-Marshal, R.C.A.F.,
whom I had known at the Imperial Defence College, gave me
dinner before driving me out to the airport. The windscreen
wipers of the car were busy keeping the screen clear of falling
snow and I wondered whether the air-liner would be leaving on
schedule at 10 p.m. However, sharp at 9.55 the Lockheed Lodestar
pulled up under the floodlights outside the nice warm waiting-
room of the airport, and with the other passengers I walked the
few yards in the snow and took my seat in the heated cabin. I was
beginning to learn something of this modern weatherproof flying
to schedule for which Trans-Canada Air Lines (T.C.A. for short)
were already famous. With the falling snow flashing by in the
glare of the headlights we were soon gaining speed down the
illuminated runway. Then off into the night and up through the
snow-clouds into bright moonlight on the first hop of the 1,000-
mile flight to Winnipeg. We landed at North Bay and Kapuskas-
ing for refuelling. After Winnipeg, on to Regina, guided by the
radio beam, the key to accurate navigation in this trans-
continental flying. They called it "riding the beam."

Breakfast at the Saskatchewan Hotel with an old R. A.F. friend,
Group-Captain ap Ellis, and afterwards by a local communication
aircraft to an elementary flying school at Caron. Here they used
de Havilland Tiger Moths with coupe tops and heated cockpits.
Then to No. 34 R.A.F. service F.T.S. at Medicine Hat where the
weather was warmer due to a dry wind, known as a GhinooL It
seemed to evaporate the snow in a remarkable way. From the air
one can actually see the area which it has affected. I called on the
Mayor next morning and heard the Indian legend about the chief
of a tribe who was told by the serpent in the river that if he were
to conquer his enemies he must throw his beautiful bride into the
water. He didn't fancy the idea much, but mentioned it to his
lady. She was quite willing to sacrifice herself and was accordingly
thrown to the serpent. It was not a great compliment to the
bridegroom, but I could believe anything of Medicine Hat for it
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